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THE CHARWOMAN 

She was grown old .in misery and want; 
Her threads of life heckled by sordid need, 
Stretched taut by lack of love and woven plain 
And then by pain and fear worn very thin. 
One would not look for prettiness and grace 
In such a fabric! 

Yet this charwoman, 
Dun and bedraggled though she surely seemed, 
By a brave miracle of God's good love, 
Is rich and sweet and lovely in my eyes. 

Because I met the morning with a smile, 
Because I gave a pleasant kindly word, 
Which was small gift out of my happiness, 
For this, with utmost gracious courtesy, 
She touched her lips one morning to my hand . 
And my heart leaped in me to follow her ! 



BIRTH 

This was the blessing of his draught of power, 
And this the sudden ripple of her hope, 
And the swift current of their great desire, 
The eddying wonder of their silent hours, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The rising floodtide of her agony, 
The billowing beauty of the Infinite, 
Borne in, a miracle, upon the shallows 
Of their small, individual human lives. 

Yet is it but a little human babe, 
Given at last into his reaching arms 
And carried to the hollow of her breast ! 

Marguerite Wilkinson 



NOVEMBER SUN 

Rain-softened, mellow 
Sunshine of waning November 

Dapples the apple-leaves russet and amber and yellow — 
Don't you remember? 
Trailing behind him 

Jocund red fungus-heads, why does he hide in December 
Where we can't find him ? 
Changed to a frost-crimsoned, orange-faced, sleep-headed 

fellow — 
Blizzards behind him? 

/. C. Chadwick 
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